FISHING CREEK VALLEY
HE low-slung, the lithe and lovely, the better-engineered,
JL big, fast-stepping beauty, in fact, The Beauty of Detroit,
picked us up, and headed westwards for the vacation house of
a friend of a friend somewhere in the Pennsylvania Hills, about
ninety miles away. Winifred and her friend and her friend
had arranged all this, and I had nothing to do but sit back
and wonder where the dickens we were going to, and if the
friend of a friend would be a friend of her friend's friend,
I had an idea that the low-slung beauty was taking us
through a lot of country, but nothing was significant until
we drew up in a pleasant tree-shaded street somewhere, and
entered a cool, eighteenth-century green-panelled restaurant
After the very good lunch we walked out into a typical
American Main Street, and then suddenly turned into a
covered market full of small stalls laden with fresh country
produce, and made prosaic purchases of vegetables and dairy
products from very neat Puritan-looking women wearing
little white bonnets. Here and there we staggered in amaze-
ment past a farmer with long hair coming from under a large
black hat, with a bushy beard, and dressed in sober grey
garments that had no buttons. And there were a few boys
and girls, exquisitely neat and tiny replicas of their parents.
It was reminiscent of a Normandy market, but actually the
town was Reading, in Berks county, too, less than a hundred
miles west of New York. And the Puritan-looking stall-
holders were from the Pennsylvania Dutch farms in the
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